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ON THE urerier or 


MY MOTHER 8 PICTURE. 


- OUT OF NORFOLK. | 
THE GIFT OF MY COUSIN ANN BODHAM. F: 
| od: v2 ky 


On that thoſe lips had language ! Life has paſ'd , 
With me but roughly fince I heard thee laſt. _ 
Thoſe lips are thine—thy own ſveet ſmiles I ſee, = 
The ſame that oft in chiklhood folaced me:; 
Voice only fails, elle how diftin& they ,, 
« Grieve not, my child, ph rn 4 
The meck intelligence of thoſe rd r = 
(Bleſt be the arr that can immortalize, +256 
The art that baffles time's tyrannic clan > = 
To quench it) here ſhines om me fill the mem. 
| Faithful remethbrancer of one ſo der,. 0 = 
Oh welcome gueſt, ech meet, her! _ 
| 8 


4 | ON Tn RECEIPT or 
Who bidd'ſt me bonour with an artleſs ſong, 
Affectionate, a mother loſt ſo long. 
I will obey, not willingly alone, 
But gladly, as the precept were her own; 
And, while that face renews my filial grief, 
Fancy ſhall weave a charm for my relief— - 
Shall ſteep me in Elyſian reverie, 
A momentary dream, that thou art ſhe. ' 
| My mother! when I learn'd that thou waſt dead, 
Ss, waſt thou conſcious of the tears I ſhed?, 
| : Hover'd thy ſpirit o'er thy ſorrowing ſon, 
| 4 Wretch even then, life” s Journey. juſt begun? 
; Perhaps thou gav'ſt me, though unſeen, a kiſs ; 
| |} Perhaps a tear, if fouls can weep in bliſs— 
| Ab chat maternal fil it anſwers— es. S 
| If 1 heard the bell toll'd on thy burial dy, 
I as the hearſe that bore thee ſlow away, 
And, turning from my nurs'ry window, drew 
A long, long ſigh, and wept a laſt adieu: 
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MY MOTHER'S PICTURE. 
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But was it ſuch ?——It was. Where thou art gone 


Adieus and'farewells are a ſound unknown. 


May I but meet thee on that peaceful ſhore, 1 0 


The parting ſound ſhall paſs my lips no more! 

Thy maidens griev d thernſelves at my concern, 

Oft gave me promiſe of a quick return. 

What ardently I wiſh'd, I long believ'd, 

And, diſappointed ſtill, was ſtill deceiv'd; 

By diſappointment every day beguird, 

Dupe of to-morrow even from a child. 

Thus many a ſad to-morrow came and went, 

Till, all my ſtock of infant ſorrow ſpent, 

I learn'd at laſt ſubmiſſion to my lot, 

But, though I leſs deplor'd thee, ne er forgot. 
Where once we dwelt our name is heard no more, 

Children not thine have trod my nurs'ry floor; 

And where the gard'ner Robin, day by day, 

Drew me to ſchool along the public way, 

Delighted with my bauble coach, and wrapt 

In ſcarlet mantle warm, and velyet capt, 
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*Tis now become a hiſtory little known, 
| That once we call'd the paſt'ral houſe our own. 


6 on THE REOBIPP or 


Short liv'd poſſeſſion ! but the record fair, 


That mem'ry keeps of all thy kindneſs there, 


Still outlives many a ſtorm that has effac'd | 
A thouſand other themes lefs deeply trace. 


Thy nightly viſits to my chamber qade, 

That thou might'ſt know me ſafe and warmly laid; 
Thy morning bounties ere I leſt my home, 

The biſcuit, or conſectionary plum ; 
Z The fragrant waters on my cheeks beſtow d, 


By thy own hand, till freſh they ſhone and glow'd: y 


All this, and, more endearing tilt than all, 


Thy conſtant flow of love, that knew no fall, 
Ne'er roughen'd by thoſe cataracts and breaks 


That humour interpos'd too often makes ; 


All this ſtill legible in TY" page, 


And ſtill to be ſo, to my lateſt age, 


Adds joy to duty, makes me glad to pay | 


Such honours to thee as my numbers may; 5 
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MY l PICTURE. | | 7 , 

Perhaps a,frail memorial; but fncere, | 
Not ſcorn'd in heaven, though little oed here. 

Could time, his flight revers d, reſtort the hours 
When, playing with thy veſture's tiſſued flow r, 
The violet, the pink, and jaſſamine, 
I prick'd them into paper with a pin, 
(And thou waſt happier than myſelf the white, 
Would'ſt ſoftly ſpeak, and ftroke my head and finile) 
Could thoſe few pleafant hours again appear, 
Might one wiſh bring them, would I wiſh them here? 
I would not truſt my heart the dear delight 
Seems ſo to be defir'd, perhaps I might. 
But no—what here we call our life is ſuch, 
$o little to be lo#'d, and thou ſo nnch, 
That I ſhould ill requite thee to conſtrain 


Thy unbound ſpirit into bonds again. 
Thou, as a gallant bark from Albion's coaſt | 
(The ſtarms all weather d and the ocean croſs d) 

Shoots into port at ſome well haven d iſle, 
Where ſpice breathe and brighter ſeaſons ſmile, 
A's 
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There ia quiccen on de Roods that be anriles*! 
Her beauteous form reflected clear below, "gros 
While airs impregnated with-incenſe play : | | 
Around her, fanning light her ſtreamers gay j 
So thou, with ſails how ſwift ! haſt reach'd the ſhore | 
te Where tempeſts never beat nor billows roarꝰ "Is 


And thy loved conſort on the dang'rous tide 


Of life, long ſince, has anchor'd at thy ſide. 


But me, ſcarce hoping to attain that reſt, 


Always from port withheld, always diſtreſs d 


Me howling winds drive devious, tempeſt toſs'd, 


Sails ript, ſeams op'ning wide, and compaſs loſt, 
And day by day ſome current's thwarting force 


Sets me more diſtant from a proſp'rous courſe. 
But oh the thought, that thou art ſafe, and he! 
That thought is joy, arrive what may to me. 
My boaſt is not that I deduce my birth. 
From loins-enthron'd, and rulers of the earth; 
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ur MorHeR's PICTURE. 

But higher far my proud pretenſions riſe— 
The ſon of parents paſs'd into the ſkies. 
And now, farewell—time, unrevok'd, has run 
| His wonted courſe, yet what I wiſh'd is done. 
By contemplation's help, not ſought in vain, 

I ſeem t' have liv'd my childhood o'er again; 
To have renew'd the joys that once were mine, 
Without the fin of violating thine ; | 
| And, while the wings of fancy {till are free, 
And I can view this mimic ſhew of thee, 


Time has but half ſucceeded in his theft— 
Thyſelf removed, thy power to ſoothe me left, 
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DOG AND THE WATER LULT. 


NO FABLE, 


Tur noon was ſhady, and ſoft airs 

Swept Ouſe's ſilent tide, 
When, ſcap'd from literary cares, 
I wander'd on his fide. 


My ſpaniel, prettieſt of his race, 

And high in pedigree, 
(Two nymphs *, adorn'd with ev'ry grace, 
That ſpaniel found for me) 


* Sir Robert Gunuing's daughters. 
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12 THE DOG/AND, WATER-LILY. 


| Now wanton'd loſt in flags and reeds, 
Now ſtarting into ſigt 
| Purſucd the ſwallow o'er the meads 
With ſearce a ſlower flight. 
It was the time when Ouſe diſplay'd 
I His lities newly blown; 
Y Their beauties I intent ſurvey'd, 
And one I wiſn d my own. | 
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With cane extended far I ſought 
To ſteer it cloſe to land; 
But ftill the | prize, tho* nearly caught, 
Eſcaped my eager hand. 
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182 mark d my unſucceſsful pains 

| With fixt conſid rate file. | 

And puzzling fat his puppy brains 

To comprehend the caſe, * 
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THE DOG AND WATER-LILY. 


But with a chirrup clear and ftrong, 
Diſperſing all his dream, 

I chence withdrew, and follow'd long 
The windings of the ſtream. 


My ramble finiſh'd, T returt d. 
Beau trotting far before 

The floating wreath again diſcern'd, 
And plunging left the ſhore. 


I ſaw him with that lily cropp'd 
Impatient ſwim to meet 


My quick approach, and ſoon he dropp'd 
The treaſure at my feet. 


Charm'd with the ſight, the world, I cried, 
Shall hear of this thy deed, 

My dog ſhall mortify the pride 

Of man's ſuperior breed ; 
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But, chief, myſelf I will enjoin, 
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To ſho a love as prompt as thine 
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THE END, 
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